THE SCHOUDLER CRASH

Marthe Bonnefoy had the talent of being able to persuade men that
they had genius.

"It's pretty monstrous, all the same," said Simon. "Because in the
last analysis this power rests on the small investor on the one hand
and on the labour of thousands of workers, dockers,, miners and so on,
on the other."

"But of course it's monstrous!" said the President, shrugging his
shoulders. "And that's why, if I were your age, Lachaume, if I were
going into political life today, you would see me taking my seat, not
in the Centre, but on the Left."

And he looked at Simon with that expression of indulgent reproach
which men at the height of their careers sometimes bestow on the young
who are not fulfilling those traditional duties of revolt which fall to the
younger generation.

"However, don't let's exaggerate/' continued Stenn. "We defend
small savings in Parliament, of course; it's our duty and in our interest
to do so. But in the abstract I only feel slightly sympathetic towards
them. Capitalism has become the economic system of the timorous.
It consists of hoping for a profit while spreading the risk as widely as
possible. No lever to power has ever existed without some hand being
immediately extended to seize it. It was fatal that adventurous men,
indeed even adventurers, should have fallen into step with the horde
of timid little punters. These, the people who want to grow rich with-
out doing anything for it, or to preserve what they have without pro-
ducing anything, are responsible for the notorious 'sharks' and the
omnipotent financiers."

He got up and went to the chimney-piece and, as he tapped his
portrait, said ironically: "I was young and handsome in those days."

Then he turned round, leaned his two hands against the green
marble behind him and, his body bent a little forward, said: "That
capitalism is fated to disappear cannot be doubted except by fools,
because everything ends by dying, civilizations, nations, states, churches.
All privilege, when it ceases to be the counterpart of a service rendered
or a risk taken, ends by killing those who have it... but how much
longer will it take? That's another story! ... I had heart-disease diag-
nosed when I was thirty, but I'm still here.. ."

Stenn had a fine voice, a little self-satisfied, but warm and well
modulated; he emphasized his phrasing. From where he was stand-
ing his eyes could see down into the neck-line of Marine's frothy
deshabille.

"God, what a lovely throat you've got!" he said.

There they were, in this refined, elegant, luxurious fiat, these three
people whose influence, actions and decisions had considerable impor-
tance for an empire of a hundred million people; they were intelligent,
they knew the vices of their time, but did not dare push their thought
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